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Summary: Hiccup isn't exactly the most popular kid in his Highschool, 
his only friend answers to fishlegs, and his father isn't around very 
often. When he is assigned to tutor carefree Jack Frost his life 
takes a wild spin and Hiccup learns that life has more to offer than 
school, charcoal pencils, and sketch pads. Tell me what you want to 
happen. Big four included! 


1 . Chapter 1 
BeepBeep ! _ 


Hiccup awoke to the sound of his alarm destroying the tranquility 
that slumber brought with its silence. Groaning he turned off the 
alarm and looked through squinted eyes at the time. 


7 : 45 


"Da da da!" He muttered sarcast ically . With a jolt that seemed 
surreal to the still half asleep teenager. Hiccup jumped up and began 
searching through his drawers for some pants. He chose a clean pair 
of jeans and pulled a shirt off a hanger in the closet. After putting 
on his shoes, he slung his book bag over his shoulder and ran down 
the stairs. 


His father was in the kitchen, or had been. An unread newspaper sat 
on the table on top of a mess of dirty dishes. Hiccup paused long 
enough in his hurry to look at the mess. "A sock?" He mumbled with 
half lidded eyes, lifting up the foul object. It was just like his 
father to make a mess. Shaking his head he grabbed an apple from the 
mess and left the house. 


Outside, he was greeted by a brisk, biting, breeze that ruined the 
sunny morning. He shivered then jogged across the street. Hiccup 
knocked on his neighbor's dark green door and yelled, "Fishlegs ! Come 
on!" The overweight blond boy opened up the door and said 



cheerily, "Hi Hiccup!" They spent the short walk to school with 
Fishlegs in detail describing the anatomy of his pet bull frog. "Yeah 
and after he eats-" "um, Fishlegs?" The blonde boy stopped his 
rant, "yeah?" "I don't really care about Gronckle.." Fishlegs quieted 
down after that, and before Hiccup was able to apologize for his 
brutal honesty, they got to school. 

Fishlegs hurried to his class and Hiccup sighed and went to his first 
hour. He managed to make it through biology without falling asleep on 
his desk and pushed through geometry. 

At the end of fifth hour, his teacher called him over. "Yes Mr. 
Belch?" Hiccup inquired. The heavily built teacher gestured at the 
student with his prosthetic hand. "I need you to tutor a student for 
the exams coming up, do you mind?" In his head. Hiccup said, 'of 
course I mind! ' Out loud, he said, "no sir, who is the student?" The 
teacher looked back at his monitor and said, "Jackson Overland Frost. 
He has a failing grade, and his father told me to get him a tutor." 
Hiccup nodded and Mr. Belch gave him his tutoring schedule. 

He then left the room and proceeded to his last class. Art. He pulled 
out his project, a charcoal illustration of a dragon breathing fire 
and sat down. He began shading the membrane of the dragon's wing, 
making it look more transparent and with delicate veins interlacing 
it. As he did that, a group of rambunctious boys ran past him, 
pushing his arm off the edge of the table. 

Hiccup was dimly aware of the teacher scolding the boys at the front 
of the room. However, the only thing his green eyes took in was the 
thick black line going across the paper, scaring his artwork. The 
mounting tears that were forming at the loss of the little control he 
had in his life was replaced with a wall of anger. He looked up at 
the boys in the front of the classroom. 

>They were jocks, and he could name a few. Aster, who was commonly 
referred to as Bunny, and Jonah Jorgenson, more commonly known as 
Snotlout. Hiccup grit his teeth and snapped his charcoal 
pencil . <p> 

All his anger flew away when he realized what he did. The boy put his 
head in his hands and sighed. This was not turning out to be a good 
day . 

That was his last charcoal pencil and he couldn't afford to by any 
others. His father was rich, sure enough, but he didn't let Hiccup 
use any of the money, instead saying, "when you get the fortune 
someday, I want you to be responsible for the money. Not spending it 
on arts and crafts." 

The bell rang, and Hiccup put his project away where it couldn't be 
seen. He looked at the schedule, and saw that it said after school 
with today's date on it. Hiccup went to the library, the designated 
meeting place, and waited. 

**_You guys can decide on two things for me ok! _** 

**_1) how Jack looks (and whether he has his powers or not) 

>2) what class Hiccup will be tutoring Jack in. <em>** 

**_If you have any questions ask. I don't know if I will continue 
this story, but I might not if I don't get some feedback (because I 



won't know what to do!) thank you for reading! 


-k k 


2 . Chapter 2 

_**So, thanks to all of your input, it has been decided that the 
subject would be math and Jack would keep his normal frosty 
appearance. Yes, he also has his powers all though they are only 
hinted at in this chapter. Thank you for reading! At the end of this 
chapter I have some more questions. **_ 

It was half an hour later when the boy came. Hiccup brooding about 
his broken pencil didn't notice the other teen come in. "Hey, are you 
Hiccup?" The brown haired boy snapped from his thoughts to take in an 
unfamiliar face. 

The newcomer stood just a bit taller than Hiccup, he had bleached 
white hair that looked as though he didn't brush it and alarmingly 
blue contacts. 

Hiccup's mind wandered over to his own thin, brown locks that he 
neglected the past morning. 

Pushing down those thoughts, he said, "urn yeah. Your Jackson?" The 
pale boy's face took on a lopsided grin and he said, "Jack is fine. 
Look, I don't have all day so lets get this over with." 

Hiccup mumbled about how he was the late one and began pulling work 
out of his book bag. Jack causally sat down in the chair across from 
him, his feet dangling over the arm and his eyes closed. After a 
moment Hiccup said, "the whole point of tutoring is for me to teach 
you . " 

Jack, without moving, said, "my homework is on the table." Hiccup gave 
an exasperated sigh. Jack continued, "my .. ._guardian_, put me in here 
for my grade to improve, and it will with you doing my math 
homework . " 

Hiccup narrowed his eyes, who did this guy think he was? "What about 
tests?" He pressed, "I can't take your tests for you! And if you 
don't learn how to do your homework, you won't know how to solve a 
problem on the test." 

Jack did open his eyes this time, and he slung his feet off the arm 
of the chair, so he was facing the scrawny brunette. "What do we do?" 
He said with a resigned sigh. 

Hiccup gave the boy a pencil and said, "we start with number one." An 
hour later they were only on number three. Jack had a deep frown on 
his face that took the uncaring attitude away. 'This kid really knows 
next to nothing about math! ' Hiccup thought with awe at the boys 
stupidity . 

"Alright Jack" Hiccup said with all the calm he could muster, "now 
what do you do here?" 

Jack fiddled with his pencil and said reluctant ly, "you ... do the two 
thing . " 

>Hiccup took a deep breath, 'patience Haddock.' He reminded himself. 
"I think you mean squaring, and remember the rule I taught 



you? "<p> 


Jack's eyes lit up and he said, "what you do on one side you do on the 
other ! " 

Hiccup smiled, "yes, so here you would square root it, do you know 
why?" 

Jack thought for a moment before exclaiming, "to get rid of the 
two ! " 

Hiccup's smile grew and he thought ,' finally , some progress.' "Your 
absolutely correct, now put it into the calculator." Jack complied, 
and finished the problem. He puffed out his cheeks and ran both his 
hands in his hair. 

"Woo! I'm so glad were done. I think any more of that and my brain 
would of died." He laughed but his tutor's next words stole the mirth 
from his face. "We're on number three." Jack groaned and forcibly 
pushed his chair backwards, it and him, fell to the ground. 

"Jack!?" Hiccup exclaimed, getting up and looking at the floor by the 
table. The blue eyed boy lay on the ground, still in siting position 
in his fallen chair. 

He looked at the ceiling, and said, "I quit. I can't do this. Why do 
we even HAVE math class!? How is this going to help us in the 
future!? I've never needed to know it in my life!" He took on a deep 
voice, "hey Jack, do you remember how to solve dumb math problems, 
because I need to know _howtodothat_! " He said the last part in an 
angry rush, bringing a bubbling laugh out of Hiccup. 

Jack turned his head and looked up at the brunette standing above 
him, as though seeing him for the first time. He cracked a smile and 
said, "lets do something fun!" 

Hiccup spoke with sarcasm, "but we're having SO much fun already." 

Jack jumped up with a grace that surprised the green eyed boy. 

"I want to show you something. I found it the other day." Hiccup 
began getting nervous. What would be interesting enough for Jack to 
show him? When he looked into his potential friend's eyes, he knew 
that Jack would get him into trouble one day, and Hiccup wouldn't be 
able to say no. 

**_1) what should Jack show Hiccup? (I'm thinking Rapunzel ' s 
house (but I don't know whether she should live in a run down home and 
be homeschooled, or if she should still have her tower and her 
powers ) ) _* * 


3 . Chapter 3 
A Highschool Story 3 

**_Long time no see! Thank you for the reviews and the ideas, I tried 
to incorporate all of them, but I couldn't with some. Please continue 
to give ideas, that's what keeps this story alive. _** 

Hiccup stared at the cerulean eyed boy, who's face was getting more 



excited by the minute. He finished putting his things in his book bag 
as Jack grinned, having ran to the door. "Come on Haddock!" He 
yelled, his voice filled with a childlike giddiness that was 
contagious . 

He was outside the school when the thinner boy found him, tapping his 
bare foot on the pavement impatiently. "You sure are slow." Hiccup 
merely grunted, out of breath and out of shape. 

"What, is with... the feet?" The white haired teen flashed a blinding 
smile and wiggled his pale toes, relishing in the cool air that 
greeted them. "I like to do things my way, and shoes make me feel 
trapped, limited." He lifted a foot for visual aid. "They got me into 
some newer pants, but they'd never catch me _dead_ wearing shoes." 

His eyes twinkled as he said the word dead, as though the thought of 
it amused him in some way. 

Hiccup was about to ask who _they_ was but Jack began running off 
again, and greeted the following groan of protest with a 
chuckle . 

They ran past the school, and into the forest opposite of Hiccup's 
neighborhood . 

The brunet artist marveled in the way Jack ran. His steps were so 
free, so perfectly executed that the crunchy leaves underneath his 
steps were silent. It was almost as though the air itself was 
tangible underneath his feet, and gave him a boost. He wondered where 
Jack learned to do that, 'probably from pranking', he thought. 'Jack 
seems to be the pranking type.' 

Unable to run any further, a wheezing Hiccup came to a halt and 
asked, "Jack! Just where.. are we going?" The white haired teen stopped 
his light foot fall and stood, looking at the other teen with a crazy 
grin. "The other day, I was out in these woods, and I found 
something. I've been coming here for a while now, hoping to figure 
this out. So, when I met you, I figured that someone clever could 
figure it out." Jack's eyes and voice held an innocent sincereness 
that Hiccup didn't trust. 

"Fine, fine, " he said, giving into those blue eyes that promised 
adventure. "Where is it?" Jack began bouncing on the balls of his 
feet, never leaving the ground but preparing to sprint. He looked at 
Hiccup, a knowing smirk painted on his lips. 

"Not it, but she." Hiccup was dumbstruck. "She!?" 

He was too flabbergasted to think of what too say. "Your spying on a 
girl!? I-I mean you-" 

"Hiccup." Jack's voice was calmer now, quieter. "Trust me, this girl. 
She is like nothing I have ever seen." 

Hiccup found the sarcastic remark leaving his lips before his brain 
could register the thought. "Sounds like someone's in love." 

Jack stood still, as though slapped in the face. "That's not funny. 
Haddock . " 

Hiccup rolled his eyes, ignoring the strange tone in Jack's voice. 



Albeit when he looked at the other boy, he was surprised to see a 
vulnerability lodging there. A look of profound loneliness, as though 
Hiccup's words had deracinated the boys spirit in some demented, 
twisted joke. 

It was gone so quickly, hidden behind a customary smirk, that the 
Viking wondered if he had imagined it all. "Lets just go." Jack said 
with a shake of his head and a smile. 

Hiccup followed Jack as he wove through trees, venturing deeper into 
the forest. Hiccup was surprised when they found it. An old, run down 
house that was fenced in. Attached to the fence were eerie signs that 
read 'go back', and 'turn around'. 

The house itself seemed menacing, shingles falling off and thorns 
growing in the yard. The whole place was dark, the trees preventing 
light from entering the woods. 

Jack put a finger to his lips, opened the creaking gate, then 
gestured for them to go into the back yard. The back yard was similar 
to the front with the exception of decaying leaves littering the 
deck . 

Hiccup waited outside as his friend tiptoed through the back door. He 
heard a loud excited squeal followed by some ranting, after sometime. 
Hiccup was deep in thought against the railing. Jack broke the news 
to the girl that someone new was hear. He told her to wait and then 
he went outside, with a grin on his face. "Come on Hie, I have 
someone for you to meet." 

The brown haired boy cautiously stepped inside and was surprised to 
see the interior spotless. A teenage girl stood in the kitchen, 
holding a broom tightly as though she felt threatened. She had her 
blonde hair woven into a thick braid that reached her ankles. 

Hiccup gave her a small wave and she nervously waved back. He jumped, 
startled as Jack slapped his back heartily. "Hiccup, meet Rapunzel. 
Punz, meet Hiccup." 

After exchanging greetings a heavy silence filled the air. Jack and 
Rapunzel were obviously acquainted, she stood closer to him in her 
nervousness of the new comer. 

Hiccup cleared his throat and said, "so, how long have you lived 
here? " 

The girl's face broke into a smile and she said," not long, we lived 
in a tower first but then mother said it wasn't safe anymore so we 
moved here." 

Hiccup nodded and muttered, "cliche much?" 

The blonde cocked her head at his words and Jack intervened. "Uh, 
Punz, what Hiccup was trying to say is that it's a little strange for 
a girl to live in the middle of the woods." 

He shot a glare Hiccups way then continued to speak to Rapunzel. "So 
why do you live here?" 


The girl rolled her eyes, as though the answer was obvious. 


"It's not 



safe out there. Mother says so. 


Jack led her to the couch and they sat down. "How so?" 

The girl ' s eyes widened, as though she was sharing a terrible 
secret . "don ' t you know? There are bad guys!" 

Jack nodded kindly and Hiccup watched with a sceptic expression, this 
girl was crazy. He dropped his two cents, "why would they attack you?" 
Jack looked at him with an unreadable expression and the blonde 
stiffened . 

She stood and reached behind her for something on the couch. "Why do 
you want to know?" She began circling him, suspicion replacing her 
previously cheerful face. Pulling out the hidden object, she pointed 
a frying pan at him, as though insinuating that he was the one who 
should be scared. 

She brandished the kitchen utensil as a deadly weapon, her knuckles 
white and her body lowered in a crouch. 

Hiccup glanced at Jack, before a flash of green caught his eye. 

"Wha?" He breathed as a green lizard perched on the tip of the pan, 
glaring at him with intense distrust. It let out a low, throaty growl 
that humorously sounded like a kittens purr. 

The girl spoke again, her eyes matching the shade of the green 
lizards skin. "Or do you already know? Are you trying to get 
information out of me? A confession?" 

>He gulped and she pressed the cooking object closer. "Or is this 
just a sick game to you?" She backed away for effect and the lizard 
made the 'eyes on you' gesture. <p> 

Jack's uplifting laughter removed the tension from the room. 
"Rapunzel, he isn't after you, trust me. We go to school 
together . " 

With the mention of the educational haven, the girl's posture 
straitened and a smile grew. She leaned forward, her nose almost 
touching Hiccup's. 

"you go to school? How is it? Are there any class pets? What grade 
are you in? Do you have any classes with Jack?" And then quietly, 
under her breath Rapunzel questioned, "is it weird for me to be asking 
you all these questions?" 

Hiccup rubbed his neck then replied to the best of his ability. "Yes, 
a drag, snake, 10th, not to my knowledge and kind of." 

She smiled at his comical yet straight forward answer then turned 
excitedly to the white haired teens question, "do you go to school 
Punz ? " 

She shook her head, paused, then nodded rapidly. "I don't go to an 
OFFICIAL school, but Pascal teaches me." 

Hiccup interrupted, "Pascal? I thought that only you and your mother 
lived here . " 

>The blonde rolled her eyes and said, "you already met him."<p> 



Then she looked at Jack as though the tutor was crazy. Jack smirked 
and said, "let me help you Hie, he's green, small, and has a big 
attitude problem." 

Flabbergasted, Hiccup said, "Y-you can't mean!" 

Jack interrupted him. "Ah but I can. Hiccup Haddock, meet 
Pascal . " 

He looked around, trying to spot the reptile. He heard the throaty 
growl once more and saw with disbelief that the lizard was on his 
shoulder. "ACK!" Hiccup exclaimed before swatting at the fast moving 
thing. It dodged the boys half hearted attempts with ease and with a 
flash was perched on Rapunzel ' s shoulder. 

>Hiccup watched with confusion as its skin changed from bright green 
to maroon. <p> 

"You made him mad!" Rapunzel scolded the green eyes boy. 

Hiccup still couldn't get one fact out of his head. "That lizard is 
your teacher!?" The blonde scowled and said, "he's a chameleon, and 
he's smarter than you'd think." 

The now green, chameleon, let out a throaty purr in agreement before 
shooting a glare at Hiccup. 

Jack, with an amused smirk plastered on his lips said, "why don't you 
go to a real school, it couldn't be to hard to walk there everyday." 
Rapunzel let out a sigh and her lizard looked just as down cast. 
"Mother won't allow it. She says its too dangerous." 

Jack, wearing the smirk still said, "are you afraid of a little 
danger? I come hear every day before and after school and your mother 
isn't ever here. She wouldn't notice if you went." 

Hiccup, still confused but no fool said, "and we would protect you 
from all the danger." He gestured to himself , "they can't handle all 
of this ! " 

The downcast blonde let out a giggle and said, "but what if-" 

Jack interrupted her. "What if what? Punz, if you keep living your 
life based off of what COULD happen, then nothing worth remembering 
will . " 

The girl let a smile graze her lips, the idea becoming more fond. 

Jack leaned forward, his customary smirk replaced with a sincere 
smile. "And it's like tooth pick said, we'd protect you." 

**_1) how should Rapunzel get into school? Should Jack get her fake 
forms from the guardians or some one else? 

>2) should Merida be in the next chapter? How so?<br>Thank you for 
reading! _** 


4 . Chapter 4 
A Highschool story4 

Hiccup came home late that night. Climbing up a tree, and through his 



bedroom window two stories high. He didn't bother changing into his 
pajamas, the drawers were loud as they opened and his father's room 
directly was below. He winced outwardly at the thought of the 
scolding he would receive from his father. 

Leaving his boxers be, he took off his shirt and pants and crashed 
into bed. 

An hour of sleep later, he awoke to the sound of tapping on his 
window. Groggily, Hiccup sat up, staring at his alarm clock to gather 
his bearings. 

2:31 

The tapping jolted him out of his tired daze, and he jumped with a 
high pitched yelp and turned on a lamp. 

Wincing at the continual noise. Hiccup clumsily tiptoed to his window 
to see Jack's face. He opened it, and hissed, "Jack ! What are you 
doing here? Do you know how late it is?" Jack smirked and said, "I got 
in a fight with one of my guardians, so I left." He pushed Hiccup 
aside and gracefully jumped into the room, not making a sound. Hiccup 
shut his window as silently as possible and turned to see Jack 
sitting on his desk. He placed a hand on his temple and said, "wait a 
minute, you fought with one of your parents-" 

Jack interrupted, his voice stern, "guardian . They're _not_ my 
parents . " 

Hiccup had an annoyed expression mixed with disbelief as he 
continued, "ok, guardian. So you just left!? How are you even allowed 
to do that?" 

Jacks fingers twitched and he began swinging his legs childishly, his 
posture humorously proud and his whispering voice annoyed. "They 
can't stop me! Geez! I change sides and they think they run my life. 
Change my clothes, take my staff, make me go to school. GAH ! Just 
because their a few centuries older they think-" 

"Centuries?" Hiccup queried, just over a whisper, interrupting Jacks 
quiet mumbling. The white haired teen realized that he wasn't alone 
and his blue eyes widened. "Urn.. ever heard of sarcasm 
Haddock? " 

Hiccup rolled his eyes skeptically, still thinking that Jack was 
hiding something. 'Then again'. Hiccup mused, 'he does bleach his 
hair.' He shook some sleep out of his eyes and asked, "so you came 
here? " 

Jack, relieved for the subject to be dropped, flashed his lopsided 
grin and said, "yeah, figured I could stay here for the 
night . " 

Hiccup, despite telling himself not to be a push over, took a blanket 
off his bed and set it on the floor, smoothing out the wrinkles. He 
then tossed Jack a pillow, turned off the lamp and whispered 
grudgingly, "only for tonight." In the dark. Hiccup could see a flash 
of white from Jack's smile. "Thanks man." The blue eyed boy said, 
laying causally down in feigned comfort. Hiccup again rolled his eyes 
and got back into bed, scolding himself for not telling his strange 



friend to leave. 


Silence filled the air and they both found that they weren't tired. 
Letting curiosity get the best of him. Hiccup quietly questioned, "hey 
Jack?" A responsive grunt reached his ears. 

Unable to contain himself, he blurted it out. "Why do you bleach your 
hair?" Quiet, almost ironic laughter came out of Jack in quickened 
breaths. "I-I don't know how to respond to that Haddock." Jack 
propped himself up on an elbow, looking up at his friend. He shook 
his head and with another laugh he said, "I don't bleach my hair, it's 
naturally white." 

It was Hiccup's turn to sit up, disbelieving. "So are you like, 
albino or something?" Jack laid back down, his teeth gleaming in the 
dark. "Or something." Hiccup took the hint and dropped the subject, 
running their conversation through his head. The more he talked with 
Jack, the stranger he seemed. 

Jacks chortle distracted Hiccup from his thoughts. "What?" He asked, 
not liking to be kept in the dark. "Nice boxers." Hiccup's face 
heated up and he realized that he was wearing his dragon print 
boxers. "So you like dragons.." Jack continued, extracting a reaction 
from the embarrassed Viking. "Well! What's wrong with liking 
dragons?" Hiccup snapped, not liking Jacks tone. "I'll have you know, 
these are collect ibles ! " Smirking, Jack said, "are they now?" Hiccup 
was too riled to even notice the sarcasm. "Yes!" 

He turned on the lamp and gestured to a wall of trophies and medals, 
hissing; "The video game Berk awarded me with these." He couldn't 
help the tinge of pride underlining his voice at mention of the 
awards. Jack, who knew next too nothing about video games, sincerely 
asked, "how do you get awards for staring at a digital screen?" 'And 
why was one underwear?' He thought with half lidded eyes. 

Hiccup snorted and said, "they have competitions, and I changed the 
game . " 

Jack's confused stare didn't falter at this explanation and the 
Viking cautiously continued. "The original objective if the game was 
too kill dragons, find the nest, and kill some more. I not only was 
the first to find the nest, but I didn't kill one dragon. I found a 
glitch in the game and used it to my advantage. I trained them. And I 
found the deadliest dragon on the game, and trained that first." 

He pointed to a poster that had a black dragon on it, and a gaming 
avatar riding it. Jack nodded at it and said, "is that your 
person? " 

"You mean my avatar, yeah it is. No one knows who the real person is 
who changed the game; except for the game makers, you, and me, but I 
asked them to keep it secret. If people at school found out, my life 
would be over." He turned out the lamp and muttered, "I still get the 
prizes though." 

Jack chuckled, and mumbled quietly enough for Hiccup to barely catch 
it, "you're life would be over?" 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 



><p>That morning Hiccup awoke to Jack's blue eyes. He quickly sat up, 
"Jack!?" He moved to let the Viking rise and prompted, "come on! We 
need to go pick up Punz." Clothes were thrown at him and Hiccup 
clumsily adorned them, sleep thickening and slowing his movements. 
Slinging his book bag over his shoulder. Hiccup rubbed his eyes and 
muttered, "I don't know how he can be so damn energetic in the 
morning . "<p> 

Jack slipped gracefully through the window, climbing down the tree 
without hesitance. "Hurry Haddock!" He called, the early morning's 
gray light dulling his features. 

After closing his window. Hiccup followed suit, albeit slower, all 
the while mumbling about his homework unfortunately being incomplete, 
due to a certain blue eyed teen. 

They made better time than yesterday, and with a cold wind at their 
backs. Hiccup followed the bright white of Jack's head. He seemed to 
belong there, in the woods with foggy white frost coating the fallen 
leaves. The sun had barely risen when they reached the house, the 
pale yellow sky peaking through the thick tree branches above 
them . 

Jack rapped at the door, and almost immediately a flash of blonde 
hair tackled him onto the ground. "JACK! I CAN'T BELIEVE IT!" 

Rapunzel squealed, having landed on him in their fall. He lay on his 
back, his hands somehow clasped with his female friend's, who's nose 
was touching his. Her endless golden locks settled around them, their 
hue still vibrant in the dim light. "This is probably the nicest 
thing anyone has ever done for me!" She squealed, almost shaking with 
excitement. She pressed herself closer to him in a make shift hug, 
giggling, not noticing the light blush color his pale 
cheeks . 

Recovering from his initial shock Jack grinned, opened his mouth to 
speak, and Hiccup cleared his throat, destroying the moment. 

Rapunzel, completely oblivious to how awkward it was, chirped, "hi 
Hiccup! I didn't know you were there!" Jack grunted and got out from 
under her, offering his hand to pull her up, the rosy flush to his 
pale cheeks darkening. The tint dove further down the spectrum when 
the oblivious female queried, "Jack are you getting sick?" He shook 
his head in denial as the blonde felt for his temperature. Hiccup 
pretended to be fascinated with a piece of peeling paint on the 
railing, only making the tension grow. 

"Lets go," Jack breathed, standing deliberately away from Rapunzel. 
The girl took off ahead of them, similar to an excited dog; never 
strayed to far, but always jumping and sticking their nose in 
everything. Her pleasant, light voice drifted through the forest as 
she sang, and greeted anything that moved. 

Hiccup glanced over to Jack and saw that the taller boy wore a small 
smile on his face, and was watching Rapunzel with amusement. 

"Jack," he started, hands clutched to his book bag straps. Jack wore 
his with disregard, the top unzipped and one strap hanging free 
completely. His posture was uncaring, as if it were a burden to carry 
anything, and his discontent with the matter was a form of protest. 
The white haired teen turned to Hiccup, still with a soft smile and 
answered, "hmm? " The brunet, refusing to make eye contact, swiveled 



his head forward and said, "I was thinking..-" 

"that's never a good sign." Jack interrupted, his gentle expression 
twisting into mirth. 

Hiccup snorted, his face heating, and said, "whatever . I was trying to 
ask you where you're from." With a sideways glance and narrowed green 
eyes. Hiccup watched Jack's face fall. 

He shook his stark white hair, masking his solemn expression like 
before. "I'm from Burgess Pennsylvania." 

For some reason, this struck the Viking as odd, but before he could 
mention it the wind blew cold and hard, slowing Hiccup's steps and 
forcing his eyes shut. 

He fumbled, hunching his shoulders over in an attempt to resist the 
bitter blast. As it died down, he pried his chilled eyelids open, 
ignoring the stinging prickle he felt in his ears and the thick, 
numbness in his face. Apparently the wind didn't bother Jack, who had 
caught up with Rapunzel and was talking with her. They stopped 
walking and Jack expressively yelled, "hurry up Haddock!" Turning on 
his heel and waving his free arm. 

Hiccup shook off clinging suspicions from his mind and ran to them. 

He did, however, make note of Jack's relieved, almost satisfied 
smirk . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Walking into the high-school's main office Hiccup felt unease 
build in his stomach. Rapunzel had scampered ahead again, her 
excitement too much for her to handle. School hadn't yet started, the 
parking lot littered with the faculty and staff's cars, most students 
having yet to arrive. He elbowed his determined, yet at ease friend 
and whispered, "what ' s your plan?" He comically lifted his eyebrows as 
Rapunzel hurriedly scampered to the desk, the violet hem of her gown 
dancing around her bare feet. Jack simply smirked, then stood next to 
the blonde who needed all her will power not to yell at the reading 
office lady.<p> 

The young woman was tan with long, silky black hair that draped 
dramatically over her shoulders, cascading down in perfectly 
straightened ringlets. Her clothes were elaborate and exotic, filled 
with vibrate colors and layers of gold stitched fabric that fell on 
one another in a "V" fashion. The eccentric attire was accented by 
her heavy, lobe-stretching earrings, which were overlapping plates of 
gold embedded with emeralds, skidding her shoulder as she turned her 
head, which was ornamented with a golden headband finely crafted of 
intertwining lacy wires. Her dark lashes fluttered as she read, eyes 
hidden beneath thick lashes dart back and forth the dusty novels 
pages . 

Just when Hiccup was about to speak Jack cleared his throat, a sly 
smirk curling the corners of his mouth. Hiccup was startled by the 
woman's lavender eyes, which never seemed to focus on one thing for a 
moment, remembering details like a blind man blessed with sight. 

Those knowing eyes took in the three, and a small, clever smile grew. 
"Hello Jack." She said, closing her enormous book and pushing it to 
the side. 



Clasping her small, jeweled hands atop the desk, she continued, "we 
missed you at dinner last night." 


Hiccup's suspicious gaze flashed to Jack, who didn't look happy in 
the least. Once again. Jack covered his discomfort with a simper, his 
gaze cold and defiant. "You know how I am Tooth, I just can't seem to 
sit still long enough for a meal." 

The room grew thick with tension, clogging the air through forced 
pleasantries. Unbeknownst to her, Rapunzel saved them from the fate 
of an awkward social situation, innocently asking, "do you know her?" 
The ice shattered, and Hiccup let out a breath he didn't know he was 
holding . 

Jack's gaze shifted to the shorter girl, and his smile became 
genuine. "How rude of me," he slyly apologized, blue eyes causally 
narrowed. Waving his arms with bravado, he said with a wink, "Lord 
Hiccup and Lady Rapunzel, may I introduce you to her majesty 
Toothina, " he paused, his eyes darkly glinting with mischief under 
the heavy pressure of her disapproving scowl. "Or should I say, 

_mom_. " 

The revelation startled Hiccup, considering Jack's pale skin tone and 
his hair and ... everything about them was different. 'Also,' Hiccup 
noted, 'she looks to be a only few years older.' He remembered 
something Jack said the night before; 

"I change sides and they think they run my life. Change my clothes, 
take my staff, make me go to school. GAH ! Just because their a few 
centuries older they think-" 

Despite what his relatives thought. Hiccup wasn't a fool. Even after 
knowing Jack for barely over a day, he already suspected the teen was 
hiding something. Little off hand comments Jack made were assessed 
and noted in Hiccup's mind, stored for later connections. He found 
the sent, and was on his way to solving the mystery behind Jackson 
Overland Frost. 

"Haddock." Jack stated, interrupting Hiccups personal narration. The 
brunet shook himself back to reality, turning himself to the source 
of the voice. The two were in between the doorway. Jack holding forms 
and Rapunzel putting on white flats. "Where.." Hiccup queried, his 
eyebrows raised. Rapunzel managed to slip them on without falling, 
albeit having to grab Jack's arm to do so. The blonde then cheerily 
explained, "Jack ' s mom gave us forms, and informed me of schools dress 
code. She then gave me these shoes.." 

She solemnly but pointedly nodded at her feet. "I don't really care 
for them." Jack snorted, his arms crossed. "That's soft serving it." 
He too wore shoes, his white Chuck Taylor's having blue snowflakes 
stitched into them. 

Hiccup grinned, then teased, "did your mommy make them for you?" The 
teen rubbed his head, saying, "Nah, my dad's employes did. Thought I'd 
like them or somethin-" 

"EEEEEEEKK!" A loud screech stopped him mid-sentence and startled the 
pair. They whirled around to find Rapunzel cowering behind her 
shaking frying pan, her teeth gritted and green eyes wide. 



The object of her terror was a taller woman in white with a netted 
mask, red frizzy hair pulled back in a messy bun. She carried a thin 
sword strapped to her waist, her hands firmly on her hips. 

An accented albeit muffled voice resonated from the mask, and 
Rapunzel, backing up, snarls , "don ' t you use witch craft on me fiend!" 
Her fear was still evident, but the shaking had stopped. 

The woman reached behind her and unclasped the mask, revealing a 
soft, round face that was sharpened by an upturning, f reckle-speckled 
nose. Fierce blue eyes under thinned eyebrows made for an elegant yet 
ruthless face, which likely, along with the hair, was an expression 
of the girls untamable personality. 

She clasped the mask to her belt, saying, "don ' t ye wave yur pan at 
me, an ' im no witch lass. I swear, people get crazier ev ' r 
day . " 

Rapunzel lowered her only weapon, curiosity overruling her caution. 
"You're not a ruffian?" She seemed shocked, but not as badly as the 
fencer . 

"Whal? Ruffian? No, I don ev ' n know wha tha ' s . No mattr, meh names 
Merida." She held out her hand, and the blonde eyed it cautiously. 
Jack smirked, saying, "it's called a hand shake Punz, remember what I 
taught you?" The girl blushed lightly, then flipped a strand of hair 
from her shoulder, taking Merida's hand and firmly shaking it. 

With one eyebrow raised, the Scottish teen peered around Rapunzel, 
saying, "tha ' s alot o'hair.." The blondes locks hadn't faired well 
during her trek through the the woods, the bright golden hue dulled 
in its matted, twig infested state. Twisted and knotted, her hair 
wove around them and littered the floor. 

Her blue eyes more curious, Merida's gaze flashed to the trio's faces 
and she said, "why don' you braid it?" The blonde put a slim finger to 
her lips in thought, pondering the idea while the boys winced and 
mumbled a half-hearted excuse. "We didn't think of that. "Jack 
laughed . 

'or think of her hair at all.' Hiccup shuffled his feet, 
embarrassed . 

"Boys," Merida muttered, gathering up Rapunzel ' s hair. "They can 
ne ' vr do anithang right." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXstrong>I only have one question this 
time : <strong>_ 

_**Where should they live?**_ 


5 . Chapter 5 

**_... (ignores glares)... So towards the end of this chapter we 
finally have Jacks point of view and a glimpse of why the guardians 
are there. Thank you for still reading despite my untimely updates 



and my poor plot. If you have any ideas, please tell me, that's all I 
have to ask this chapter. Oh and hopefully next chapter will have 
more Merida. I'll shut up now. _** 

Jack tapped his pencil rapidly on the edge of his desk, his head in 
his opposite hand and his body slumped. Out of all his classes, he 
seemed to despise math the most. Hiccup sat at the desk across from 
him, his thin, hurried script crawling across the paper as he took 
notes. The teacher, Mr. Belch, was lecturing the class over the 
fundamentals of the Pythagorean Theorem. His accented voice droned on 
and most of his students were falling asleep. Jack was far to 
energetic for that, practically bouncing in his seat and glaring at 
the clock as though to hurry its pace, his blue eyes coldly narrowed. 
He jumped when Mr. Belch called his name, giggles rippling through 
the class. Sly as a fox. Jack leaned back in his chair and smirked, 
saying, "Sorry sir, I didn't catch that." 

Pushing his halfmoon glasses forwards, he began, "Jackson-" 

"Jack." the teen interrupted, his pencil spinning across his knuckles 
as he absentmindedly twirled it. The teacher's tanned, weathered face 
deepened into a frown, and he continued, "I asked you who first 
formulated the theorem. Do you have an answer?" The pencil stopped 
its wild dance, it's owner for once without a comeback. 

Hiccup, despite slightly enjoying Jack's dilemma, couldn't let his 
friend suffer. He shook his head and sighed, writing with slow, dark 
strokes. Before the last two day's chaos. Hiccup had no idea that his 
newfound friend was in his class, and had been all along. Albeit 
after the short reciprocat ion. Hiccup was shocked to find himself so 
loyal to the strange teen. He slid the paper under Jack's arm, who 
was stalling in an attempt for some escape. Jack glanced at the note, 
and said. "Samos.." The teacher didn't blink, and Hiccup inwardly 
face palmed. Jack hadn't read the whole note. 

The pale teenager nearly fell out of his chair when Mr. Belch roared 
with laughter, revealing his tooth lacking mouth and sticky gums. The 
bell rang during his laughing fit, and by the time he was done all 
twenty nine students were gone. 

"Thanks." Jack huffed, shoving his way past people with Hiccup 
trailing along. "What's the hurry?" He shouted back, stopping to 
apologize to a girl whom he pushed. Catching back up, he caught 
Jack's reply. "I need to see Rapunzel, she's in history 
right ? " 

Hiccup grabbed his friend by the arm, stopping in the middle of the 
crowd. "Jack she's on the third floor of the other building, you cant 
go to her." A girl shoved past them, loudly saying,"! LOVE IT WHEN 
PEOPLE STAND IN THE MIDDLE OE THE HALL!" Seeing Jack's unconvinced 
face, and ignoring the glares and shouts, the brunet said, "Merida ' s 
with her, she'll be fine." Apparently, the answer was sufficient, and 
Jack walked with his friend to Erench. 

The crowd thinned and Hiccup picked up the pace, flying up the stair 
case and racing down the hall. Jack was uncaring, and was left behind 
in the viking's hurried haste. It was three minutes after the bell 
when he walked in, his book bag swinging from one shoulder and an 
indifferent look painted his face. 



The teacher, Mrs. Belle, was already cross and didn't like his 
attitude. "Bonjour Monsieur Frost. Tu as vais aller s'asseoir?" 


(I am myself only in French one, so I'm not sure if this is correct . 
Bare with me here) 

Dropping his bag on the desk. Jack smoothly said . "dAOsolA© Madame. II 
temps est de 1' essence, oui?" 

Hiccup, flabbergasted, stared open-mouthed at Jack and the teacher. 

He didn't realize Jack was fluent in a different language. 

Mrs. Belle, also bewildered, let her temper slip away and said, "have 
you ever spent time in France Jackson?" 

His pale face split into a wide grin and he said, "yes, I travel a 
lot, and France is one of my favorite countries to visit. The culture 
is so rich and enlightening, I am left in a state of awe at its 
splendor." He paused, then said, "j'ai na besoin pas s'asseoir?" The 
middle aged woman was at lost for words and she simply nodded, 
sliding into her chair. 

Jack, deciding to go ahead and sit, turned around, and his classmates 
were rewarded with a curled smirk and a slight dip of a false bow. 
Hiccup grinned, and leaned across the isle to question him. "How'd 
you do that?" He asked, but his twinkling green eyes were not met 
with the same mischief, and instead with hardened pride. "I actually 
CAN speak french Haddock. Along with just about every other 
language . " 

Surrounding students either rolled their eyes or widened them, and 
Hiccup, ever the skeptic, raised an eyebrow. "Right. And just when 
did you accomplish this feat?" 

Jack's prideful smirk slipped and he seemed at lost for words. 
However, before Hiccup could continue. Jacks eyes gleamed and he 
quickly answered. "My parents travel the world, they taught me." 

The pale teen turned around, dropping the topic while Hiccup inwardly 
objected. Jack usually referred to his parents as his guardians, 
seeming to grow angry if they were brought up. Plus, Hiccup was 
pretty sure it was impossible to be fluent in every language, and 
Jack was certainly not the brightest. 

The classroom phone rang, and Mrs. Belle, shaking herself out of her 
shocked state, answered it. A moment later and she called out across 
the classroom. "Jack! Your father is at the office, you're checking 
out." The blue eyed teen groaned and got up, muttering about a fat 
man named North. Before he left the classroom, however, he grabbed 
Hiccups shoulder and said, "I can't get out of this, you need to take 
care of Rapunzel. If anything happens to her Haddock, winters coming 
early." With that he left, leaving Hiccup and the rest of the class 
wondering if Jack was a Game of Thrones nut. What sort of threat was 
that ? 

_(Jacks pov) _ 

Jack entered the office with a sense of dread settling in his 
stomach. North was there, along with Bunny and Toothina, who was 
apparently off work because she was standing in front of the desk 



with her purse and jacket. Now that she didn't have her feathers, she 
was always cold and covered herself with layers. 


North also changed his appearance, so children didn't assume he was 
some creepy mall Santa. His tattoos were gone, his beard trimmed, and 
he wore jeans and a blue, checkered, fleece shirt. Even his blue eyes 
held less wonder, which in turn made the guardian seem older. 

Bunny, like Jack, was impersonating a highschool student and was 
hating his human form. He still towered over the younger guardian, 
however, and was tanned with shoulder length dirty blond hair. The 
stubborn Pooka refused to hide his tribal tattoos, and the students 
found him intimidating because of them. 

They all turned to Jack as he walked in, and he smirked to hide his 
nerves. "Thanks for getting me out of class," he said, casually 
swaggering over with his hands in his hoodie pockets. His warmth was 
met with cold glares from the trio, and Jack feigned hurt. "What did 
I, a humble sophomore, do to deserve this scrutiny?" A student helper 
was working in Toothina's place, and she stifled a giggle at Jack's 
attitude. He winked at her, and she blushed furiously, ruffling 
through some papers to busy herself. 

North grabbed his shoulder and said, "Come. We are going home." Jack 
was unwillingly led to 'the sleigh', which was actually North's red 
pickup truck. As soon as the car doors shut the guardians dropped 
their facade and began yelling. "How big of an idiot are you!? This 
mission is too important for you to be jeopardizing by getting 
involved with High schoolers ! " 

Jack opened his mouth to retort, but Bunny joined in, sarcast ically 
defending Jack. "You can't be mad if the kid wants to spend time with 
his girlfriend." 

"She is NOT my girlfriend!" Jack exclaimed, but his cry went 
unnoticed . 

"Please," Toothina scoffed, ignoring the snowy teen's growing temper. 
"He's just been acting out because we took away his staff." 

North silently drove the car, staying out of the argument although he 
had dark rings under his eyes from Jack induced stress. 

"You would too if your ONLY possession was getting man handled by 
yetis." Jack retorted, anger darkening his expression. 

This time the driver did interject, defending his yetis, "This Man 
handling, does not apply to yetis... they are not men." 

The guardian of fun leaned forward, exclaiming, "_Exactly_! They're 
giant furry beasts who weigh more than you! I don't know what I'd do 
if it broke ! " 

Bunny rolled his green eyes, and said, "Look Erost, if anything 
happens, we'll get you another one." 

Jacks face began heating up, and the contrast of white against red 
would've been comical if he wasn't so mad. "How about I go to your 
warren and break one of your egg golems, I'm sure you can just get 
' another one ' . " 



Bunny turned to face the smaller teen, his nose scrunched up in 
disgust. "Don't you EVER think about touching my Golems. And I case 
you've forgotten about last Easter, I'll remind you; you're not 
welcome there." 

Toothina, sitting in the passenger seat continued to berate the 
youngster. "It's just a stick Jack, you're being dramatic. Maybe it's 
all the time you've spent with teenagers." 

"Dramatic!? Last time it broke, it _HURT_! " Jack's voice cracked with 
emotion and as North pulled into the driveway, the three turned to 
face him. 

Toothina was the first to speak, quietly asking, "last time?" The 
newest guardian's eyes widened, and, realizing he said too much, he 
opened the door and got out of the car, ignoring the cries of his 
' family ' . 

He entered the house, which was two stories with four bedrooms, and 
was styled in North's distinctive taste. Jack didn't sleep in a room, 
choosing instead to sleep in the rafters where the guardians couldn't 
find him. He still wasn't comfortable being near other spirits, 
teammates or not. 

Sandy was sitting in the living room, blankly looking over documents 
as Jack barged in. The sleepy guardian waved at the winter spirit and 
offered a tired smile, his brown curls bouncing with each head 
turn . 

The other guardians walked in, and Jack hopped onto the coffee table 
and then to the rafters, pulling himself quickly up into the shadows. 
Sandy frowned, and turned to the trio, a question mark written in his 
expression. "Don't ask." Bunny said, collapsing comically in a chair. 
The guardian of dreams didn't need to, because Toothina promptly 
answered, but not without shooting a glare to the darkened celling. 
"Jack said that his staff was broken, and he wont explain." Sandy 
furrowed his eyebrows, glancing up at the ceiling while wishing his 
powers were still present. 

He put a hand to his collar bone, where the moon pendant that granted 
him his mortality rested, and sighed. Once he and the others took it 
off, they'd become spirits again, and go their separate ways. 

"He doesn't need to, we've matters to settle", said North, taking and 
looking over the list of names Sandy had taken. With furrowed 
eyebrows he turned to the Guardian of dreams and asked, "these are the 
potential candidates? But they are children!" Sandy shook his head 
and held up another list, this one with one name circled and the rest 
eliminated . 

A pale hand snatched the list and retreated back in to darkness, then 
with a cry of dismay, he dropped down. 

"Jack? What is it?" Toothina asked, concern edging her voice despite 
her irritation at his behavior. The pale spirit shook his head and 
laughed bitterly, grinning in a way that frightened her. "This is 
rich, just great. The person we've been looking so hard for is none 
other than Rapunzel ! " His laughter faded and he moved towards the 
door . 



"Jack!" North exclaimed, taking a few steps towards the boy but 
stopping when he reached the door. "Where are you going?" The teen 
wrapped his hand around the door knob, hating the way the cold metal 
felt against his too warm skin. He then opened it, growling, "to find 
a friend." The door slammed behind him, and the guardians stared at 
its wooden surface, hating this mission and everything with 
it . 

Bunny felt a tapping on his arm, turned, and winced under the power 
of the culprits glare. Sandy looked pointedly at the door the back to 
the former Pooka, clearly conveying that he wanted him to follow 
Jack . 

"Fine!" He groaned, standing up and zipping his jacket. "But if he 
gets into trouble it's not my fault!" With that he left, hissing at 
the early winter air. 


End 
f ile . 



